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THE MULTIMILLIONAIRE.

rTT"T ILLIAM WALDORF ASTOR, the greatest mul\jLiti-millionaire land owner in America, ha^
*
~

written a love story for Christmas. Somehow,
leople have never got into the idea of associating modernmillionaire barons with such ideal occupations as

iterature and love. It is not a conventional love story
)f the "400" in New York or the high ranks of English
lociety to which Mr. Astor expatriated himself some

rears ago. It is a story of the rough wild loves of the

nen in the time of Charles I. Curiously enough, Mr.

\.stor makes one of the waiters at the Christmas feast

:he mouthpiece for his romance. He listened to everythingthat he heard and then wrote it down on paper.
A.n impassioned love story by the greatest collector of
rents in America is decidedly an interesting novelty.
This story was written for the current number of

Mr. Astor's English magazine. "Cliefden" is the name

>f Mr. Astor's estate near London.

-coming from the pantler's closett to serve herrlnge roes, be'Villedwith mustard, which were to follow the stately pye by
ay of stomake-closer, I found the Captain had begun his nartive,albeit with a sailor's customary hemming and hawing,
id he was telling of Queen. Henriette Marie's being in Holland,
id how she sold the Crown Jewels to the Dutch, which matter

t him cursing Ruyter the Rotterdam Dogge, and the whole
eating Flock of them, and he sayd:
"Those were tragicall times, with Masters, with the Whyte
Ing reduced to scurvy make-shifts, his munny sequestered, his
ans miscarried, scarce one wise man at his Council Borde,
ery month as full of Surprizes as the fifth act of a comedy,
hile the Rumpers, ever more and more cantankerous, came on

>ace, and It was nothing but alarums and ghastly scarecrows

id fireballs and the Headsman's Axe, all over England. In
ose days.twenty-eight yeeres syne come Candlemasse.I, with
any other officers and servants, was with the Queen in Hoi-
ad, where she raised two Million Pownds by sales amongst
eir High Mightinesses, and much of this having been sent to

e King a part of the remainder was laid out in arms and martlstores wherewith we were presently to sayle for England to

ake a Diversion. And I was on the ship wherein the Queen
fled, which was commanded by Captain Hyde, the same, wist
well, that at St. James Place.when the Queen nicknamed the

st of the levellers 'round-heads,' because of their cropp'd polls
offered to clip their Eares that stuck out from under their hats,
bereat tijey were sore angered.
"Amongst the Queen's French damosels, was one whom by

»ur leave I will call only Yoiande. And the very first time I
Id eyes upon her, I thought her as fayre a la^s as ever was

en on the longest Summer day, and my harte went pit-a-pat,
that all of a sudden I knew what is meant by love at first

jht. And the next thought that came into my noddle was that
would rather see her with a peddler's pack at her back than
irried to another. So as the dayes passed with occasional
nverse between us, and games and dances for all in the evengfor Her Majesty's diversion, I once saw her dance les vieux
bots, which is a merry fandango the fine French ladies copied
>m the Normandy fisher gyrles, and with the beating of their
il 1 1. 4-nn.c m.l-. o ..nico aUr, the nlnnir and
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itter of the fish-wenches' wooden shoon. And whilst Yolande
leeled and curtseyed with quickened colour, the rattle of her
els beating melodious time with the surpassing sweet tinkle of
e lutes, she cast a glance at me with her soft brown eyes.and
that self-same instant I vowed within myself she should be

r wife. The next evening as we were playing forfeits I wrote
a scrap of paper which the game caused me to put in her hand
saucebox rhyme; then beheld I that she pondered the words,
d straightway smote me to the harte with a swift, stealthv
>k.and the very next day Miss None-so-prett.v and I were seitlybetrothed. Soon after, we all embarked for England, Yoldebeing sore afeared of the sea, but seeming somewhat hartedby the talk of one of the Queen's Gentlemen, the Vicomte
Malingre, an officer of the Kings' Mousquetaires and a mealyjuthedpick-thank knave as ever went honey-mooning with the
pnches.
"Now you all know that on that voyage we were neere castray,the ship being in no small jeopardy,-the Queene alone of
the ladies preserving her courage, and seeming as fit to reign

er the storm tos't waves as Queene Bess in the Ruft' ever was,
d lustily calling to the land-lubbers and to the fayre Moppets
out her, 'A Queene of England was never yett drowned!'
tvertheless she could nowise revive their courage, and the secdday her women-folk being out of their wittes 'twixt sea

knessand the feare of Davy .Tones, some of them beside themIvesto confesse their misdeeds, did sett upon a certaine Capuinfryer, which was one of Her Majestie's Retinue, and had
come so famous a favourite with high and low as to seem the
ithony-pigge of all fryers. But he, being no 'little distraught
th his own ailements, could scarce hold up ,'s head to listen to
c fine dames that jostled and clamoured "heir Sinnes, entreatZto be shriven ere the ship sink. And 'twas a picture to raise
smyle, even in that serious howre, as I passed by, to heere the
lantnesse thus noisily unfolded.
"After many perils we reached Exeter, the Queene having
mmanded me to attend her thither and Yolande and I being
?dged to wed ere a month. But this was not a little hindered
Her Majestie's lllnesse due to the hardships she suffered at

ymouth, where all of us were exposed to lire, cold and starvain,and where under the very guns of the Enemy, she went
ck, nothing daunted, to rescue with her own hands a little
>gge which was the crustiest curmudgeon ever seen. So the
teene, ayling, some said of a Rheum which racked her and was

irurgicall, or as others bad it of a Black Jaundice and there
ePharmacuticall, I know only that she looked wasted and

ucer-eyed, which made her seem greatly aged. And her only
ate in these dayes that, Alas, were no longer wreathed with
lys and Olives, was that she drank from a gold cuppe and wore

r haire still neatly dressed in short thicke frizled curies, in
e fashion she had sett, and which the Rumpers who never

earied rayling upon her called tete de mouten.
"It came to passe one day that the Queene was like to dye in

Swounde, ahd Peering the disorder of them which attended
r, one of whom. Father Phillips, rushed haggard and quite
draught from her bedside, 1 ventured to the Queene'e Dore
lich stood open, and beheld Her Majestie, habited in a partylouredgowne, lying upon a couch, the Capuchin fryer at his
ads .and Yolande holding to her nostrils a vial of pungent

'%

Essence. And the Queene, albeit not In payne, seemed at
Death's Dore, and I stood aghast as one that knows not whether
to remayne or to fly. Notwithstanding she suddenly plucked
up courage to speak In the French tongue in words, whereof,
after this lapse of yeeres, I can give but the general intention.

" 'Ma Belle Poole,' she began (for so she called Yolande familiarly,'let it be declared to the King if any heere present shall
see him again on Earth, that with my last breath I pronounced
the word which is a Token betwixt him and me of the pledge
we have exchanged, speaking it for a Surety that I have nowise
faultered in my doty or my love.'

" 'And that word?' cried Yolande as the Queene gasped.
" 'That word,' went on Her Majestle, with a sudden fyre leapingto her wistful Eyes, 'is REMEMBER.'
"And yeeres after, when the Queene was safely escaped to

Fraunce and the King stood upon the Scaffold, he breathed a

final word to nisnop Juxon, ana it mates my neart tnroD to rnis

day to know that His Majestie's last utterance was.REMEMBER.
"Xeverthelesse, the Queene dyed not but suddenly mended

apace, for the which the Capuchin fryer was more nightly cryed
up than ever before; and some dayes thereafter having walked
with Yolande for an houre's refreshment to the edge of the
Towne, where the countryside was green and the hawthorn In
blossom, I sayed to her,.'Sweete Hearte, lett us take Pattern
after the example which Her Majestie's declaration hath illuminated,and likewise fix a word betwixt us for a Token of
faith.'

"And she looked at me askanse, with a sower smile, and answeredas I thought something tartly..'Remember.'
"Ah.but. those times were all at sixes and sevens and the King's

cause gone to the Dogges that June and July 1644 more fatally
than ever before. For ourselves, the Queene had been adjudged
guilty of Treason, and a Parliamentary Army under Essex was

approaching to scatter us to the winds. As there were not above
two hundred of us at Exeter, and of these one-half women, servantsand priests, it was Hobson's choice and we might count
ourselves lucky to escape with a whole Skinne. So yon may
readily perceive, Sirs, now that I come to the pinch in my historic,that those were not dayes for Bride-laces and Bride-Ale,
wherefore in all my converse with Yolande we spoke no more of
marriage save as of something that must be deferred till
smoother seas. And I was well pleased in that by my desire she
held no more Converse with that scaramouch Vicomte insomuch
that I rarely any more caught sight of his Judas-red and Stilettopointedbeard. Until one night Her Majestie's Jester, Monsieur
Jouffroy as she caled him, or Goeffrey Hudson, to give him his
right name, which was the littlest Dwarfe I e'er beheld, being
but three foot eight high, albeit twenty years old, came to me

with a whyte Bedlambeggar's face, more uncanny than the scowlingof any coupe-gorge, whispering as vpnimous as any Calimoneo
catt, 'Beware, my friend, how thou marry that wheedling Dutchwidow,unless thou be content to go halves!'

" 'Go halves, knave!' quoth I, with the blood suddenly tingling.
" 'Aye, that Bel-Amy of thine hath gotten Monsieur Malingre

to help with the Housewarming.'
"Then I remembered that the Frenchman foved to heave a

hot-shot at the Dwarfe, as to say, 'Commther, little go-by-theground!'or 'Stand still, Jack-o'-dandy, till I cudgel the dust from

thy jacket!' and I know physicians agree that Dwarfes have a

drop of Divvle's blood in their Spleen. Nevertheless Le Jouffroy
and I had ever been friendliwise, and for a moment I stood

dazed, marvelling that such a cock-of-my-thumb should durst pnt
a mortal affront upon a beef-eater like your servant, when as

though divining my wisn to wring nis ruousne, xame-jjuuse jh^-ac,

he drew close and sayd,.
" 'Suppose I called a wench a tipsy-baggage, and presently

showed her to thee besotted in a brandy slumber, should I have

spoken sootli or no':'
"Before I could move my dry lips to ansiver, he went on,.
" 'Bury me alive, if I do not show thee this night that which

shall prove I am not the scurrilous liar thou wouldst fain have
me.'
"To make this shame-faced story brief, he led me softly behind

a Cockle-stairs, whence we watched Yolande's dore till the gray
of dawn.when It opened and Malingre came stealthily out and
tip-toed away."

The Captain swore a great oath, and brought his brawny fist

slam-bang down upon the table.
"Think upon it!" he cried, with passionate emotion: "I was

no better than the hare-brained gad-about that falls enamoured
of the first Buttered Bun he sees smirking by the road-side. I
took Geoffrey Hudson by the arm and led him to my chamber.
Shall I own the truth, Masters, and confesse the first thing I did
there was to burst Into a fit of sobbing? 'Twas but for an instant,and every man hath a tender place in his hearte If thou
thrust a knife Into it. Then I said to the fool, who stood gnawinghis lips and watching me,.

" 'I will fight him.I know a secret passado.'
" 'He will not wait for thy passado,' answered Geoffrey, 'if

thou run amuck to pick a quarrel. Such rufflers smite in the
dark and from behinde. Take a lesson from the Italian school,
whose teacher was serpent-wise even as a jester, and who fed so

long upon the bitter husks of life as to become at least keener
vvitted than many an envious fool like me. Quoth he, Never
molest thine Enemy, but to smite him to the death* Mark me.

The day is breaking, and this evening at owl-light all is to be
ready for Her Majestle's escape. I have lived in Cornwall, and
know the countrie 'twixt here and there. The Queene, disguised,
with one of her ladles, and an escort of two or three gentlemen,
Is to fly by a secret way, whilst the rest march at sundown afoot,or a-horse by the highway so that pursuit may be diverted
from its chief Quarry. Her Majestle's being ill abed has made
us tarry here too long. After dark Mallngre will ride to Pinhol to
withdraw our picquet and to be assured no Enemy tread upon
our Heeles. Lord Essex should not reach Exeter before noon

to-morrow, which gives us a night's advance. You have but to

follow to Pinhol, set upon the Yicomte, and pink him by hook
or by c-rook, after which a Frenchman left thus in a ditch to fall
Into the Rumpers' hands is not likely to come to the scratch
again.* "

Captain Conquest paused to draw breath and moisten his lips
just as Harkaway the page, which is a haughty-stomaked horntossinglick-the-dishe, came in with two fresh logges to cast
upon the fyre, and being but an Addle-pate, stept on the tayle
of my lord's Hound which lay before the hearth, whereat the
pore beeste yelped amain, and my lord sent a hearty curse at the
lad, and my lord Sandwich laughed right heartile, and even I
could scarce dissemble a smile, for it seemed as If my lord and
his Dogge had let fly togither.

So when matters were calmed down Mr. Pepys addressed
the Captain mighty smooth, sayingf "May I inquire, sir, the
motive of the Dwgrfe's enmity to Monsieur Malingre, for that in
your excellent recital is the only point not clear to my understanding?"

Whereat my lord of Buckingham, which was the silver fox of
his day and knew mure about sweete-harts and honeymoones
than any one since Solomon, cried out, before the Captain could
answer: "Can'st not see. Master Pepys, the Jester was head
and eares in love with the Hussle himself, and hankered after
fIiq ^ronplimnn'c hlnnf!

At which shrewd reply the Captain shook his head dubiously
and resumed his narrative:

"In the late afternoon, having1 gotten my Rivets buckled on,
I &aw our people mustered.as motley a harlequinade of cavaliers,
ladies, abbes, capuchins, souldiers, cookes, lacqueys, armourers,
trying-maids, and varlets as ever the sun shone upon. And when
the last of them had marched I galloped by twy-light in search
of the Vicomte. I found the picquct. tqu men in all, which was

to be our Rearguard, but he had ridden a bitt further. I trotted
on in quest of him, with that same basket-handled rapier I wore

here at my side, when from a coppice behind me two shots
rang out.

"I turned my horse, leaped the .hedge, and there before me

stood Geoffrey Hudson with a blunderbuss in his hands, and the
Frenchman on the grass lying like a cast sheepe, wtih a musketoonin his grip and his head riddled. Le Jouffroy was tremblingwith excitement, and gasped out that the Vicomte must
have seen us hiding behind the Cocklestair when he came from
his night-courtship, that evidently he had anticipated my coming
to Pinhol, that the Dwarfe had followed him to his ambush, and
had fired at the moment Malingre raised bis weapon to kill me.

"The night was followed by. one of sharp alarms. Our picquet
was surprised and cpt in pieces. The Dwarfe mounted behind
me, and we fetched a compasse through the Woodes into the
Towne- The Queene was ready disguised, and with her was a

lady muffled from head to foot whom I took to be Yolande, for
that she turned her back.as who should say, 'out upon thee, turnspit;go keep thy father's Asses!'

"But it was now too late to make the escape Le Jouffroy had

planned. Essex's horse was behind the Towne, as well as before,
and the rest of that night and all the next Day we spent in

hiding, the Queene In the Cockloft of a sluttish cottage, her
Cavalier, the Dwarfe and I lying amid some felled trees in the
Wood. We had nothing to eat but a rasher of bacon apiece out
of my saddle bag, and a draught of Adam's ale from the brook.
The Queene fared no better, and was glad of a sodden asch cake
of bread. All day the Roundheads trudged along the road, and
we heard their psalm-singing and the clink of their scurvie
rhymes.

"Providentially for us, they hasted on in pursuit of our main
troop, and next morning the sun rose halcyon clear upon the
peaceful1 meadows where the silverchain was in flower, and
acrosse the misty hedge-rows where the barley birds filled the
ayre with song. I crept to the bankside, by the bending willows,
and scanned the Towne and the distant hills crested with lusty

" There before me stood Geoffrey Hudson, with a Mm*
derbuss in his hands, and the Frenchman

on the grass, like a cast sheepe,"
pines in green-ever age. No sight was there of an Enemy along
those sequestered lanes, and gazing afar upon the motionless treetopsI bethought me how often thereafter, on silent evenings, I
should remember the brilliance of that transfigured daybreak,
and how at even-light in yeeres to come whilst shadows lengthenedout and darkened I should watch the fyre-light cast fantasticsilhouettes and muse upon the extinguishment of my brieflivedflame of love.
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"I saw her dance 'les vieux sabots.' "

thoughts Instinctively upon Malingre I wheeled about, clutching
at my blade. It was Yoiande.starving, footlame, bedraggled,
dogge-weary.Oddspittlkins! how tragical a change from the
merthful dayes when he danced les vieux sabots! Thinking 1

menaced her, she drew herself up and faced me, venomous and
unpenitent. Then, as I raised my hatt, she sayd: 'Where is
he? Have you killed him?'

" 'No.but he Is dead.'
"She heard these words without emotion, gazing indifferently

upon the river; then turning upon me with the swift, stealthy
glance of old, murmured, 'Good-bye.'

"I know not if she expected me to forgive her; but, seeing
(Continued on Pagre Thirty-one,)
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"Tayle ends flying a-down the dene and backI"


